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w0 much information, he akilfully parried ot | The earth had boen rrefreshod with a summer
tudely trpeliod atl quections  The chil{ scemala ! shawer, atd the slanting rays ol the «un twinkied,
+ad aunoyance lo him, anl # wascetiaim, itactions | ot enly in the rain drpe on the lmv’m. but
can speak, that he regiettad more that the intant | <hone in the trars vhich trembicl on Brrtha's
lived than that fts motherhind When the bate's b evelide Matron and child had been weeping,
new friend—a chilllsa and widowel woman=— Lt were calm, for a<rain to the tanty carth, so
timidly pm forward her claim, as i she tearol | are trars to the weary apleit .
s0 greal a fown wonld he denindt be whe sheatd | ¢ Rt vou are mv mother for all that'” ex.
have claspe) the infant to his breastcould 1Y elatimisg flertha, with a teemulons vorer. The
concral his joy at patung with it; anl aoy enc | anewer wasa long and ardent embraee, Ne,
jrxs humane and hdet of heait than the newly | words wire spokin—none were needed M
bereave! mother wonll have diwemet in his Malcolm hal been telling hee ward and mope
plrasuge romnething mnfe than the mere oy he ' than damehter the sad melancholy story how her
professal that hus dear lintie snfant was s well - mother had died . for the hint thrown out by lh_c
prosided for. 1t he was lule cunvas waleam | meddlesome woman hal made such a communi-
anything rospectieg ber wha adepid the s bild ' eation necreassy Perhaps it was well that the
he resiznod, she was well content that vothing ! ehild shonld know the truth. I now ne more
ahould be known of hime It was & pardonable § she loved ber Kind {riend with the bitnd affection
freling that Iad her toconsiter the elndd A« of instinet, her heatt every day cxpanded more
s arerly leas than & direct gut trom beaven to ber f and more with gratitude'to her who, when in
lonely heart, and sl wae answns datarget all | death her mother torsook her, had been prompted
in connexion with lintle Berha, exvept that the | by Heaven to take hee up,
cherub came to fill a vaid wn her being, even | Poor Berthat She was old cnonih to think,
befare she was fuitly cunsious that such a void ‘ and what a world of care that age brings with
existed. Thus was her sorrow dwarmed, and it Her cheerful sunny hours were clouded.—
thus were her whule aflections transterend o the ) She knew that children bave fathers as well as
«rphan, so that an crphan ahe wcas=d tu be alimust | mothers, until death comes in to sunder the pa-
lxyurc the namnc had heen given her rental tie  itherto, when her widowed peotec-
So sho grew—cheerful and hapny; but when ! tor had spoken of Mr Malcolm, she had listened,
wete cheerfulneas and happincss ever lell alone 11 attentively and affectionately, as to the memaory
Never. certainly. sinee the firet gnickmedaler 0 ot her tather,  But ts, she pereeived, conld nu
the Lustness of orhers came o the wurhd,  Ber- y longer be.  If we were usually in the hauit of
tha was wandering th Whie viage grave-yand, as gwving children credat for the facukics they pors-
slic dearly loved tu do, and as cvery chiild has o 1 css, and the observationa they make, Mrs, Mal.
passton tor doing. There 18 somnetting very beau-  coim mught nave divined Leriha s thoughts, and
utaltn . Asaur first parents wanuered 1o Eden, | wontd have been siient and guanded un that aub
wnconscious of death, =0 du lmgcluhxn‘n scem  ject She was the reverse. The esiablishment
10 piay amid the tombs 1n the gdfden of graves, , of a confidence between her and Bertha led her to
all unconscious that death has cuterea the world. | speak ofien of her own_lost child whom Bertha
Jf, untaughs by suly purses to aftach terror and | had succeeded, and of her husband, whose loss
gloom to the quict siience of the spot, they find o it { had been her first sorrow. When sho kissed
a place for their gabols, which 1s ciclly remark- | Beriha's forchead, and fondly satd, “ You fill the
abile for fusnislung quaint and singularly intd-y place ot both my child and ats father,” Bertha
eating reading upon us heag-stones and tabicts, M%‘ cd. Shedid not speak—but she longed to
when they are weary, And what ars, then, in- | ask, * Who was my father 1" How much may
fant gambols but lite in epitume 3 What is life | a thoughiless word Inflict—and bow liule did the
ftselt but a game of hide-aud.seek Wiih the grim § curious, vficivus wuman who cluaded Bertba's
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archer, which sooner or latet must be eadod 0y a
stumble, not over the grave, hie the chid's full
but tnto 81 Sully as children, but not so inno-
cent, are those who tnife their ltves through,
without & thought of the 1ocviable close, |

“wsuange that you, of all childeen, can pla
Rere,” said & womaan that lvoked over the wail, |

Bertha looked up, ail wonder, ber fair face
mocking the chubhy angel in the stone agalnat
which she leaned, and her bright cye sparkling
with half-awe-stricken curlosity. Her face glow-
jng with ruddy health; and her hair, beanuful
§n its newligent curls, danced upon her shonlders
in the light air that played, like her (and she no
less innocently than that), amntd the graves, The

ic ture of trusting happiness—what could have

20 the wuman a thuugnis who maired n1 Be-
tha at iength said, * Muther tuld me I might.” :

“ Your mother? Heigh-hot” And with a)
longdrawn sigh and lugubrious shake of the,
head, she agaed, Your moher slevps under |
your feet.”

Bertha, horror-sricken, looked down, as if the !
grave were yawning bencatb, and withdrew from
the spothuembling with puzzled terror, ejacula-
ting. “ My mother)”

'he wuman was gone. Little Bertha hurried
bome, and ran from room to room till she found
her whom only sheknew as mother ; and burying
her face in that bosom which had so dearly cher-
ished her, cried as if her hittle heart wonld break.

* She told me you were dead—aslesp,” sobbed
Bertha; ¢ but here you are, and § will never,
never lcave you @ minute agam 1’

Cuaprer YL,

It was a calm anu beautiful sunset,  The fra-
nce of the early summer flowers came into !
:g: open windows with a weight almout o pres-
sive. The folinge sparkled as if gemmed with
diamnonds—and each leaf bent under their weight.

paradise suspect, as sbe saw her growing more

ale from day to day, that ft was to her own fool
sh tongue the charge was due. She only saidto
ber gosips, “ That child grows weakly, like her
mother, and I should'nt wonder if she went the

| same way, somc day.” ‘Fhe marvel is that she

daid noy say so o Bertha's self. So indeed she
would have done, but Bertha avoided her as an
evil genius,

Cuarrer IV,

A plain, upright slab marked where Bestha's
mother rested, and on it was inscribed the single
name ExMening. It was all that Mrs. Malcolm
knew of the departed—all that she once thought
she wished to knuw, Now sho would have given
worlds to koow more, for while she did not sus

t the true canse of her dear child’s uncasiness,
she fancied that if_she could telt her anything of
oue parent, that Bertha would not think of the
other. How strangely selfish is woman's love
for her children strange at the first thought, and
yet it is natural.  She who bears them in sorrows
more than they, may be pardoned for the delu-
sion that she alone fills their whole hearts.

Near the mother of Bertha, a Jesser moungd
matked where Mrs. Malcolm's infant alept.—
How wonderful the double ties which thuslinked
the dead to the dead, the living w0 thé living,
and al}, living apd dead, thus in one hand !

As autumn with its black winds advanced,
they felt that these visits soox must close, One
day, as with this presentiment they tarried longer
than usual, they ‘Ke.teived a stranger enter the
grounds. This, though not very commmon, was
still not remarkable. Thougbtful travellers—and
jtis strange that there can be any other—never
omit to visit the places where the dead sleep, fur
there is mirrored, in the manner of their bestowal,
the character of the living,

But when, as Mrs, Malcolm and Bertha were
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ahout ta withiraw, they saw the stranger pause
neat them. the widow ‘was astonichod—shall we
confess it t—almort alarmed.  He bad passed
huenelly and with & look of uneatisied curiority
ivetywhere eler 3 he had paeeed indiflerently the
matks of prthinmous pride and tie relies of an-
tiquity; he had poesensed no eve for what we
deemaod the notaldes of the plare; but now havin
trached the grave of Emmcline, he sloml as I
«ell-tound.  Fot a momert ot two he gazed at
the headstone ae an object whicrh he tocegniced
as the companion of his thou this ».d the fabric
of his deeains: then bowing las hea s vpon it his
whole frame shinok with unexpreseed emetion,
Mes, Malcolm was scarcely less affreted. 8he
divined all, and for an instant was half tempird
to chide Elcaven for what reetned *o her unother
berravement. A thoueand thoughts in ruded upon
her troutded mind.  Qnce she started to draw the
child a-vay from an unnatural parent who could
thus neglect her, but startled at Beitha's half re-
ststance, siie desisted.  The father rited hishead
and sccmad a moment annoyed, as if he now for
the lirst time, pereeived that there had been wit-
nesses of his sorrow,
Mes, Malcolm pointed to Bertha, The stran-
cr looked a motnent, then classinﬁ her to his
ﬁcnn, sald, * Her mother's sccond selt! Butthey
told me she left noehild!*
The mysicey s oasily solved.  The father of the
sitanget, cold, covelous, and ambwicas, had
frowncd upon a anfon in which the partics con-
sulted no cuunsellors b the’s hearts. The young
husband, scarcely out of his minatity, was driven
abroad 1n a state of half exile, half degeadence. —
The young wite was grudgingly nssisted, and
shatunly on condition that she should bury herself
in same village where the parents of her husband
should not be offendcd with the sight of0a¢ whose
prezence rerainded them that their child vad con-
sulted his own happincss rather than their pride.
The reat the reader knows already. If she efinned,
bitterly did she soffer. Nor did the father, erc
summunald to his account, escapo—for the pride
which tramples on  another rends its own heart.
Ifthis narrative be not stcicily true, § s Jers
wonucrful than many truths. The remainder we
leave 1o the reader’s fancy, for it will not always
do (o unitcin & fictlon the lights and sbadows
vhich come s0 nbrupll‘{ together in rea' life.—
bat as some alid to the imagination, we will
merely say that a little girl, u?likc Bertha, pop-
out from behind the break{ast-room duor, on
riday the first of January, 1847, and cried, * A
happy New Year, fatber and mother—now I've
caught you both 1" H . H W.
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TORONTO, SATURDAY, FEB. 7, 1852,

To oor Reaneas. To prevent the threatened
inroads of that procrastinating genfus, wich has
forcibly futerfered with the regular fsyne of some
of our recent numbers,—~The Canadian Family
Herald, will in fyture be published by Mr.
Charles Fletcher, Bookeeller, No. 54, Yonge
Street. It is kindly requested therefore that all
communications intended for the Herald be xcd-
dressed 10 the publisher, in order to prevént con-
fuslon, of delgy ip atiending tg them,

PROSPECTUS
TUE CANADIAN ;:"AMILX HERALD,

Price Once Dollax pax annums
A present there exists not amongst us any
paper #o0 uxclusively divested of party politics

and at the same timo so general in- its beas-



